he had kept his promises, he who so often reproached
her for not keeping hers ?

And then, just as he was becoming exasperated
beyond all measure by such inanities, there occurred
a sudden unexpected word or two that redeemed them
all, like those small pink daisies one sometimes dis-
covers with touched astonishment in the black and
sodden January earth:

"I write exactly as if I were talking to you; my heart
dictates and I obey: it is my heart that speaks."
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